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Mosque in Dorp Street, Cape Town, and long, flowery
Arabic epistles urged him to keep the family's associa-
tion with Africa's oldest mosque.

After many formal visits of farewell, after obtaining
sonorous blessings, the Haft/, trekked to Jeclduh,

Great were the merrymakings in the coloured suburbs
below Table Mountain when Abdul M.illik, the pupil
of Sycd Zaiu Wallic, returned it* the house of his boy-
hood. All the local Imams and elders knew about the
strange, magic ring.

Presently the scholar, who became a professional
reciter of the entire Koran during thr High Festivals,
saw a photograph of a wry pretty Malay girl To
take such a picture*, especially when the maiden has
her face unveiled, is a contravention of orthodox usage,
but this particular lass was so attractive (the pure
Cape Malays are a good-looking rare) that the young
Hafiz begged her parents to make her his wife.

With a banquet and a Uower-covered bride-litter, a
visit to the mosque by the groom and all the other
picturesque ritual of African Islam, the two were
married. As a pledge of his troth Abdul Mullik put
the Matofs ring upon the girl's linger.

"Brother," said his friends when they later saw the
wife at housework with the milky stone gleaming on
her hand, "see she scrubs, she washes clothes, she
bakes and makes sweetmeats while wearing that jewel,
Can she know its magic powers? "

"Probably she does/' spoke Abdul. "I love her and
she is worthy of having it,"